


fill the rocking chairs nearby. Fellini, forsaking his usual severe garb for 
old dusty trousers, a light blue jersey, a red cotton neckerchief and a straw 
hat, crosses the street and leafs through the conductor’s scores. “Play that 
for me, Mirko.” 

The extras’ conversations stop. There is so little atmosphere of working 
that it seems almost as if the director is listening to his favorite song 
rather than selecting the music for his film. “All right, now play a little of 
this, and this.”’ Lulled by the music, the rocking-chair brigade is still waiting 
for a breeze. Preliminaries of some kind are going on on the opposite 
sidewalk. 

. Whatever they are, they are so ineffectual that sunset, which was to 
have been the signal to start shooting, comes before anything is ready. 
Fellini sends everyone home. The scene will be started tomorrow. 


July 27 ~—_Each day the heat is worse. Even the wind is only 
a variation on a Saharan theme. Before starting rehearsals, Fellini sends for 
a watermelon, slices it, and distributes it among the actors. He is still wear- 
ing his old trousers and, today, a light sweater of white wool. 

Today we should shoot the quarrel between Guido and Luisa (Se- 
quence 30) that takes place the day after the quarrel in the hotel bedroom, 
and ends with Guido’s fantasy of Luisa signaling to Carla, seated at another 
table, to join them. The very first take brings changes in the scenario: 
Guido and Luisa are no longer alone, but accompanied by Rossella. 
Seeing Carla arrive reawakens Luisa’s anger. | 

We are about to film Carla’s arrival. 

“Musica!” 

The loudspeakers thunder with the “Saber Dance,” played on a 
phonograph. 

“The lady with the veil—take your black bag off the table. Talk to 
the waiter—that’s right. Go ahead, Nello!” Nello’s white hankerchief falls 
like the starter’s flag at a race. From the end of the street comes a fiacre 
of light-colored wood with a white top. 

“No!” Fellini shouts. “That isn’t where the mark is for you to stop.” 
The carriage goes back to the end of the street. 
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